Ready or not here I come?
There was a boy there was a father
There is a rib cage
There is a heart
There is a boy
There is an afternoon in Memphis, playing chase, a tag-like game where I growl and laugh and run around the playground, his giggling, then both of us giggling and roaring, and I catch him and then he gets away and climbs to the top of the jungle gym where he looks at me with worry, and I know that the game is on break, that this is real, and I walk beneath him and he doesn't pause: he jumps into my arms, did you hear me, he jumps, and I catch him?
